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In the early days of the construction of the Canal the nurses 
faced trying conditions, for the dreaded malarial fever claimed many 
victims among the workers of the canal. These splendid women 
endured the hardships and battled against odds, giving little or no 
thought to the dangers they were facing. Today the method of 
eliminating the mosquito has been so perfected that one would never 
contract the disease within the Canal Zone, but outside these few 
miles the fever still lurks and the possibility of contracting it makes 
a journey into the jungles or adjoining towns a hazardous thing. 

With the changing conditions of the nursing profession in its 
development and striving for higher ideals, the hospital has met the 
demands and today the nursing corps of Ancon Hospital has expanded 
and grown with the profession and strives to bear in mind the funda- 
mental teachings of the nurse's early training of service and charity 
toward the afflicted. 



YESTERDAY AND TODAY 

A Tale of Two Hospital Experiences in One Woman's Life 

By Mary F. Laird, R.N. 

Rochester, N. Y. 

OUR neighbor tapped on the window as I was passing and had 
the door open before I reached it. She was sobbing as if her 
heart would break and saying, "I can't possibly let her go to that 
awful hospital." Between her sobs she told that she was to take her 
sister to the hospital that afternoon and that she was to be operated 
upon in the morning. 

Then followed the story and the reason for her dread : "I shall 
never forget the day over ten years ago that they operated on my 
father. It was the most awful experience I ever had. They took 
him to the operating room an hour before his turn came and mother 
and I sat outside in a dark, gloomy hall watching people come and 
go with never a smile. They just rushed in and out, and of course 
we thought they started to work on father as soon as he was inside 
of the door. After three hours of that agony, hearing him groan, 
as we thought, I began asking everybody who came out of that room 
how my father was or if he were dead. They would all shake their 
heads mysteriously and say they did not work there. At last after 
four hours had passed both doors opened suddenly and a wheeled 
stretcher was whisked through the hall, upon which lay my father, 
white and moaning. Mother and I stood there dazed, not knowing 
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whether to follow or not. We did not dare speak to the nurse or to 
the man who was wheeling the stretcher. The elevator door opened 
and closed and we were left standing there as if rooted to the spot. 

"Some way or other we stumbled to father's room. He was in 
bed. The nurse told us to wait in the hall. We stepped out and 
nurses hurried in and out, but no one spoke a word to us. We stood 
and stood, but could find out nothing except 'He is as well as can be 
expected.' We were both numb all over. Every moan terrified us, 
and the sickening sweet odor hung heavily in the air and nauseated 
us. I asked one of the nurses for some hot tea for my mother. She 
nodded her head and after a long time she appeared almost stealthily 
with a small tray on which were cup and saucer and a small pot of 
hot water. This she placed on a stand. Without a remark she dis- 
appeared as if she did not want to be seen giving it to us. We learned 
that we must not ask questions. That dreadful, dreadful night ! Can 
I ever live through another ! 

"Oh, yes, father lived and he said they were good to him, but 
it was such a mechanical goodness, just the way the coffee grinder is 
good, because it grinds coffee for you." 

The next day our neighbor called and was beaming. She said : 
"I never saw such a difference in a place as there is in that hospital. 
Do you know yesterday morning they did not take my sister to the 
operating room until they were ready for her. And twice a nurse 
came out of the room, and when I asked her how she was, she asked 

the name and went back. When she returned she said, 'Dr. 

says she is doing well. He will be through shortly and will tell you 
all about it. It won't be long now.' Then a dear little woman came 
to us and said, 'It's after twelve and you haven't had lunch. If you 
will come in this room, I'll make you a cup of tea.' And do you know, 
she actually gave us a cup of real tea and some wafers. 

"The next thing I knew they were taking my sister to her room. 
The doctor came and told us just what he had done and that she 
would be very much better, but that it would take her a long time to 
convalesce and we must be very patient. But I came home this after- 
noon with no desire to stay there because I knew that skilled and 
tender hands were working not only for my sister, but for every 
patient in that hospital. Everybody was cheery. All the doors 
were wide open. And now when I read articles criticising nurses 
and hospitals and hear some saying that training schools are not 
what they used to be, I say reverently, 'Thank God, they are not.' I 
think now, if I had a daughter I would like nothing better than for 
her to have such a training for her hands, mind, and heart." 



